NIGHT

that ? " he demanded, pale and quaking. It was
Adele assured him. People often came to Mere Bonbon
in the night and knocked like this. Cursing her for a
fool, he bade her peep behind the curtains and try to see
who it was. " Mais, mon duu" she gasped. " C*est le
loche" The knocking became a bombardment. The
horn of the car blared in triplets. " He shan't get me
yet," Milton was muttering, his face livid. Then he
ran crouching toward the door and listened. A voice
was shouting outside in the street. Milton opened the
door of the bedroom and ran along the passage, still
crouching. At the head, of the stairs he fired at the
hanging Moorish lamp in the hall and smashed its electric
bulb and red glass to pieces. He crawled back on hands
and knees in the darkness to Adele's room. Faint screams
echoed everywhere. Doors opened all round. Voices
demanded who it was and what it was. Windows were
flung open. The late visitor was bade begone with
objurgations. Milton squeezed himself under Adele's bed,
muttering to himself that he was caught like a rat in a
trap and would die game. Mere Bonbon herself descended
from some unimaginable bedroom, a squab toad-faced
black-moustached monstrosity in a quilted black and
yellow dressing-gown, preceded by Eugenia, the maid
of all work, with a taper. Arrived at the front door she
pulled back the slide of the grille and screamed abuse at
the caller. " Fous voulez Queenie^ sale type? " she raged.
" Alle%-*<UQU$-en^ vaurien que vous ttesl" Adele who had
joined a couple of other girls at the head of the stairs went
speeding back to reassure her lover. It was not him the
boche wanted 5 it was Queenie. He laughed as sardonic-
ally as he could in his cramped position, and invited her
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